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could go elsewhere, and leave you the lawn if you
like."
"No, no," said M'Whizzle, deprecatingly. "You
will not be a bit in the way." He settled himself in
his armchair, and, turning, addressed a remark in a
strange tongue to the Hindoo. The man shook his
head.
".That's Telegu He's speaking," whispered Mr
Templeton to Mrs Nixon in an admiring voice. " Fve
heard the natives often in India, but I don't know a
word."
" Remarkable," whispered Mrs Nixon.
M'Whizzle spoke again, and again received a mono-
syllabic reply* " It is just as I thought," he said in
English, " the boat arrived from Borneo this morning,
and the man lost no time in presenting himself. An
evidence of energy in a climate like this; don't you
think so, Mr Templeton?"
The merchant nodded.
" I am not presenting myself," explained the dark-
complexioned young man, who had been listening to
the conversation intently. " I am hiring myself out,
sin"
He had come all the way from Labuan after this
desirable berth, and he was anxious there should be
no misunderstanding.
"Certainly," said M'Whizzle. "That's understood
. . . You speak Dyak? "
" Yes, sir, I have never had difficulty to do so."
" Then stand where you are and answer me. this
question," directed M'Whizzle. He sat stiffly in his
armchair, his large bumpy forehead painfully corru-